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He's faught Igyaks, fended 
off the Shrike-bats of 
Dromedon and remembers 
the day they inverted 
polarities, but how will the 
grizzled Autobot veteran Kup 
fare against this latest 
challenge—Zombots? 
Stranded on a desolate 
planet, alone and 
approaching shutdown fast, 
Kup fights off the hordes of 
evil and approaching 
insanity, but is everything 
as it seems...? 
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OU HBAs IT? MAYBE VOL GANT. MAYBE THE 
ITE, MEANT FOR ME AND ME ONLY. 


HOW LONG Hale 2 BEEN MERE? 1 
IGWER THAT. 2 MEAN—2'D 
lige 10's weauly woul. ZV 
TRIED 70 FGGER IT OUT, BUT MY 
BRAN JUST WANTS ME TO LISTEN 
1 THE CRYSTALS, AND TM HAPPY | 
WrTH THAT. 


Til OLD. REAL OLD. UGETA BE THAT MY. 

AGE Wis AGAINST ME BUT NOT SINCE x 
aN) Any tse 2 a te I AACE W YE GANG LAKES TOBEED 
HAD DIED WHEN Od HOPE uit Nee. OPES HEAD INTO. 


ITE NOT NIGHTTIME NOW, 6O ENICY THE 
LUGHT. ENTOY THE 1E SiN RAYE PI 
SQ ON THE SEIN A’ ‘Mead INN CENETONES. 


\ af]! 


: yeeros 
hg [aie RACE THs WORLD. THEE 
Gevetaes PEIN LPL IE WORDS 
LIVIN’ COS’ THEY SING ME 50. 


pe 
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LEARNED THE WARD Way 1O RESPECT THESE BEAUTIES, 
THOUGH. YEP, BACK WHEN WE FIRST GOT HERB, BACK 

WHEN FINDIN’ OUR WY HOME SEEMED LIKE AN OPTION, 
WE DECIDED TO BUILD US A TRANGMITTER. 


DRAGGED A WHOLE LOTTA SUNK UP FROM 
(OUR CRASHED SHIP, GOT SET UP ON THIS 
‘SPOT, AND STARTED TO COBBLE TOSETHER 


SOMETHING TO SEND A SIGNAL. | 


THING 16, THOUGH, OUR LITTLE 
HOMEMADE GENERATOR WENT 
INTO MELTPOWN, AND, WELL. 
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HE'S A GOOD KID, THAT OUTBACE, 
ALWAYS WILLING TO GIVE A HAND. 


ONE OF US MUST BE DEAD. 


NO STIMULATION FOR MY OLD SPARE 
NO MUSIC, NO DISTANCE LEFT TO RUW. 


I WEED REGT. I LET IT HAPPEN. 


lnper. THAT'S 
WHEN IT STARTS. 


T DON'T BELIEVE 
IN GHOSTS... 


THEGE ARE ALL TOO REAL. 


I'M NUMB. TOO TIRED TO REGISTER. 


WON'T THEY LEAVE ME ALONE? 


CAN'T THEY LEAVE ME ALONE? 


THE KID'S 
WORTHLESS 
ALABILITY. 


TALS. £ CAN" 
RIGE NEVER HEARING 
THE MUSIC AGAIN. 


THEY NEVER COME IN. 
NEVER EVEN TRY. 


AGE, TIREDNESS, FEAR, FATIGUE. 
SHARPER THAN THOSE OF MY TORMENTOR! 
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BUT THE RELIEF I FEEL 15 QUICKLY 


| REPLACED BY A GIDDY URGENCY. 
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I.NEED TO BE AMONG THEM. 
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I LET THE SONG OF THE CRYSTALS WASH THE FILTH OF | 
LAST NIGHT'S HORRORS FROM ME. Z STAY PERFECTLY 
STILL. TRYIN" TO TAKE ALL OF ITN. ALL OF IT. / 
THE WAY MY SPARE RESPONDS 
TO 17, JUST BRINGS IT HOME 
HOW DIFFERENT I FEEL NOW 
WHEN 2 FIRST GOT HERE. 


THEN, Z was WEAK PROTOFORM, 
WEAK. SPARE FADIN’ PROM THE CRASH. 
THE EIB, OUTBACK, NURGIN' ME: 


BUT TME PASSED. AND NOW... Ry 
\ 


NOW I'M AWARE OF EVERY 
PULGIN" ATOM OF MY ANCIENT 
SPARE, BVERY FIBRILLATING 

URGE GENDS ME 
SOMEPLACE BETWEEN BEN’ 
SHARP AND VITAL, AND BEIN 
WASHED OVER WITH BLIEE. 


| eep0amrmine 10 
Pgh t ys 
SRE THE TIME. ANYTHING. 


SUNS IN THE SEY. SONS 
Tanne My SOUL. BUT. 


WHAT CAN AN OLD MECH" 


DO TOREEP THE SUN 


FROM SETTING? TELL ME. 


THEN MEHT. 


EASY TO RENENBER, 
EVEN FOR ME. 


AND 50 IT BEGINS AGAIN. 


DAMMIT. OLD FOOL, 
FORGOT 10 SECURE 
ALL THE SHUTTERG. 


EVEN AS A 
GHOST, HE'S 
TRUE 70 His 
WorD. 


I RNOW WHERE THE 
ENGTH COMES FROM. 


‘COME FOR 
YOU, KUP. 


$ NOT LEAVING V7) 
ML Weave A 
YOu 


EVERY DULGE OF MY 


SPARE TELLS ME. 


T YEARN FOR THE 
SUN'S RAYS. 


BUT IT'D BE NO 
tse PLL Hear 
THEIR SONG NO 

nore. 


THE LIGHT INSIDE ME 
SCARES THEM. GOOD. SCREW IT. IE TO 
BE DewvEN our. 


GANT EVEN REMEMBER WHILE THEY COME: Witt Be THROUGH 
WHAT IT SOUNDS : MAKE GOOD My ESCAPE. tis! On FROWT. 


Hl J y 
| reavezeanersancue— 
T 7 f 


j 


